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was in for stealing, and after serving his sentence he was let out
Talking of being ashamed, I met a man who was much lower than
the jellyfish.   Friends came to tell me in the courtyard that there
was news indeed.   An Englishman had arrived from England.   Firs
I didn't believe it, then 1 met him and quite believed it.
He was English, but had lived for twenty years in France, had a
French wife and children. He joined up at the beginning of the
war. The blitz and nostalgia for his family made him hide on a ship
that brought back Vichy sailors, and now he was waiting to be
released and join his family. "How are things in England?" I asked.
This man had been in England a few weeks ago. "liverything is in
ruins. It's terrible." "But they stand it. The morale is good,
what?" "And fires and people getting killed."
He must have seen the disgust on my face. So he said, "My real
home is France. France stopped fighting, so there was nothing else
for me to do but to come back. You wouldn't believe it how
difficult it was." I shrieked with laughter. "What are you laughing
at?" I couldn't explain it. It was too hcartbreakingly funny for
words. To think that here was a man who was Mnglish working and
scheming hard to get away from England, and on the other side was
I, a foreigner, working and scheming equally hard to get to England.
Then both of us meeting in the same prison. Me got a fine of one
hundred francs and was released and went to Savoy, near Aix-les-
Bains, to rejoin his wife and kids.
The staff captain went. He said it was the greatest tragedy of this
war that Weygand hadn't gone over to the English. The Germans
hated him bitterly, I knew that from Paris.
Newspapers were regularly smuggled into prison. We knew the
Greeks were licking the Italians, that Roosevelt was re-elected, that
Wavell was advancing into Libya, and because rumour in prison is
far from the madding crowd, the Italians were asking for an armistice
and the Germans had no more petrol. Some of us expected the
English at any moment. Their first task would be, of course, to
liberate all of us. The sailor who killed his skipper by throwing him
overboard and was detained for four years would be among the free,
too. He said so.
A sturdy little Corsican came into my cell: he was about fifty and
was the dirtiest little man in the world. If he couldn't do it other-
wise, then he bought oranges from the canteen and spat the pips
over the floor and trod on the peel so that the floor we used to keep
so clean in Jack's and Mathieu's time groaned in horror. He was
implicated in a big affair. It was a large robbery, but he was an old
hand and knew how to play his cards. Since he belonged to the P.P.F.